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of obtaining succor, I heaped a pillow of dry leaves
beneath his head and hastened on."

"And did you return in time to save him?" asked
Reuben, hanging on Malvin's words as if they were to
be prophetic of his own success.

"I did/* answered the other. "I carne upon the camp
of a hunting party before sunset of the same day. I
guided them to the spot where my comrade was ex-
pecting death; and he is now a hale and hearty man
upon his own farm, far within the frontiers, while I lie
wounded here in the depths of the wilderness."

This example, powerful in affecting Reuben's deci-
sion, was aided, unconsciously to himself, by the hid-
den strength of many another motive. Roger Marvin
perceived that the victory was nearly won.

"Now, go, my son, and Heaven prosper you!" he
said. "Turn not back with your friends when you meet
them, lest your wounds and weariness overcome you;
but send hitherward two or three, that may be spared,
to search for me; and believe me, Reuben, my heart
will be lighter with every step you take towards home."
Yet there was, perhaps, a change both in his counte-
nance and voice as he spoke thus; for, after all, it was a
ghastly fate to be left expiring in the wilderness.

Reuben Bourne, but half convinced that he was
acting rightly, at length raised himself from the ground
and prepared himself for his departure. And first,
though contrary to Marvin's wishes, he collected a stock
of roots and herbs, which had been their only food dur-
ing the last two days. This useless supply he placed
within reach of the dying man, for whom, also, he swept
together a bed of dry oak leaves. Then climbing to
the summit of the rock, which on one side was rough
and broken, he bent the oak sapling downward, and
bound his handkerchief to the topmost branch. This
precaution was not unnecessary to direct any who might
come in search of Malvin; for every part of the rock,